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Cherry-Ripe, Ripe, Ripe, I cry,
Full and fair ones ; come and buy:
If so be, you ask me where
They do grow ? I answer, There,
Where my Julia's lips do smile;
There's the Land, or Cherry-Isle:
Whose Plantations fully show
All the year, where Cherries grow.

Sometimes the compliment was left-handed :

Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes,
Which Star-like sparkle in their skies:
Nor be you proud, that you can see
All hearts your captives ; yours, yet free:
Be you not proud of that rich hair,
Which wantons with the Love-sick air:
When as that Ruby, which you wear,
Sunk from the tip of your soft ear,
Will last to be a precious Stone,
When all your world of Beauty's gone.

In this he was in line with the poets who were writing
in London while he wrote in Devon, The courtly love-
poet was concerned, not to love his lady, but to praise
her as gracefully as possible. To do this, he must first
suppose her perfect: and Herrick himself, in No
loathsomeness in Love, described with great good-
humour how little the original often came up to the
copy.

What I fancy, I approve,
No Dislike there is in love :
Be my Mistress short or tall,
And distorted therewithal: